backgammon 


Author: duckface 

Bands: Yes 

Characters: Chris Squire, Jon Anderson 
Relationships: V/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Tue Oct 30 2012 11:42:04 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


backgammon 


Author's Notes: 
ITTTish. Jon\'s meditation tent was going to show up sooner or later. And | guess Chris backgammon suit, too. 


"Goddamnit," Chris mutters, trying to shimmy himself for the fortieth time from an uncomfortable position 
into an even less comfortable one that he mistakenly thinks will be better. He has yet to have any kind of 
success at all with comfort anytime he's taken a trip into Jon's meditation tent, but the optimist in him thinks 
each time that this one, this journey, this next venture will be different. And each time he underestimates 
how much space it takes to hold a man who is well over six feet tall and who is also trying to have clandestine 
sex with another man. He blames Jon. Jon is too small and he fits too well inside this teeny little tent. It makes 
Chris botch his calculations. 


Then again he did drop out of high school. Maybe he would have an easier go of this if he'd taken that money 
from the headmaster, gotten that haircut, and learned the calculus or whatever that could be saving him 
right now. Little too late for could'ves, though. His education halted at seventeen and now he has to 
guesstimate his positioning. 


He looks at his predicament. 


He is as fully clothed as he can be while halfway penetrating Jon, who is neatly folded and clinging underneath 
and around him like a baby sloth. Chris, however, has to kneel and duck and bend all at the same time while 
still trying to thrust and stroke and kiss. He can't do this many things at the same time. Not while Jon is 
reaching under the lapel of Chris’ suit jacket to claw at his chest. Not while they're supposed to go on stage in 
twenty minutes or so. "Goddamnit," he mutters again, but it turns into a sigh, and Jon hears it, regrettably, 


and so he removes his hand from under Chris’ jacket to place it on his face. 


It takes Jon a moment to catch his breath, biting his lip and squeezing his eyes shut while he does so, before 


he says, "Whatever is the matter, my Fish?" 


Chris still tries to fight through, still pushing in and pulling out, but he can't look at Jon, who stares up at him 
with those colossal midnight blue eyes of his like he barely understands what they're doing beyond that it 
surely feels rather good, it does, ohhhh, wonderous even! He focuses just above Jon's head. There's a 
dreamcatcher hanging there, the ring covered in canvas lanyards and the whole thing ornamented with 
turquoise beads and feathers from some bird Chris probably wouldn't be able to identify even if he did know 
anything about birds. The entire tent is decorated this way. Beads and feathers and canvas, talismans from 
this tribe or that shaman. He doesn't know how Jon meets the people he meets, but he knows how he can 
charm them, because he's Jon, and he did the same thing to him. He just acted himself, dragging a fascinated 
Chris along in his wake like a clumsy old ragged beer bottle in the surf until he enchanted him into a smitten 
shard of sea glass. Jon had no idea he'd done anything at all. He found himself eventually with Chris in love 
with him. Exactly like now he found himself with a tiny Hopi meditation tent, just his size, full of tchotchkies 
he'd wanted and ended up with. Jon always got what he wanted. 


"| don't have enough room," Chris finally answers, sighing. 
"Oh," Jon replies. His eyes flicker down toward where their bodies meet. "Well, it has been a while, hasn't it?" 
"No, that's not-" Chris winces. "..| mean in the tent, Jon, not in-not in you, that's-lord." 


Jon starts trying to shift about, and as a result, Chris goes shifting with him, trying to chase him down and 


remain in place. "What are you doing?" Chris asks him. 
"Making us fit," he answers. 


But he can't move much. He keeps getting tangled up in his flowing patterned tunic and his trousers are caught 
around his boots anyway. Chris sighs again, and he sets his mind-and body-on looping his arms around Jon, 
holding him, mostly to keep him still. This was supposed to be a quick go of it before the show because neither 
of them could stand it, he thinks. Not a full-body cardio workout. Then as soon as he has Jon sufficiently 
trapped he starts thinking, and that's even stupider than trying so desperately to search for a comfortable 


position 


"Would you get a load of us?" he blurts out, deciding at the sound of his own words to lean forward, lie down 
on top of Jon, and rest his chin on the pillow. He can at least grumble into Jon's ear. It's near enough. "l'm 
dressed up like a bloody backgammon board and I'm trying to shag you inside a large burlap sack. Normal 


couples don't dress up like parlor games and shag in burlap sacks." 


‘It's a meditation tent," Jon says. "And it's not like | haven't dressed up for you before. Those lace panties, you 


liked those rather nicely, didn't you?" 


True enough. But Chris still argues. "Normal couples go on vacations and hold hands at the grocery and-| don't 
know, go to Sunday brunch." He buries his face in the pillow. "We're supposed to be playing to twenty thousand 


people in..Fifteen minutes." 


‘Of course we are," Jon says. "We're not a normal couple." Chris feels his hand reach up to try to hold onto 
him, or stroke at something, but he can't quite reach it with Chris' weight on top of him. Chris moves, holding 
himself up on his hands and looming over Jon as before. 


He can hear the audience cheering and hooting and hollering and accumulating. Probably he'd heard it before 
but only now it registers with him, because this is what their normal is, he figures. Normal for them is 
sneaking off to be with each other while the rest of the planet grabs for them. Never once since they've met 
have things not been this way. 


He sighs anyway, but at least now he can look down at Jon. "I just-l really love you, alright? A lot," he says. 


Jon tries to move to prop himself up on his elbows to reach up and kiss him, but for his sake, Chris leans 
down and kisses him. "Tonight," Jon says after they break apart. "After we play and all, lets go back to the 


hotel and be normal, alright? Whatever do you think would be a good normal idea, hmm?" 


Chris feels so queasy from how much he loves Jon right then that he saves himself from collapsing only by 
remembering that he's still inside him. This is the point they're at. Still shagging in a burlap sack. Good lord. He 
shakes his head, laughing. "| don't know." 


"We could order room service, we could!" Jon gasps at his own idea. "And, and, ohhhh, we could watch the Telly 


together, ohhhh, wouldn't that be lovely?" 

The things Jon thinks of while he's in the position he's in. Chris is almost embarrassed for him. It reminds him 
of the reason he came to the tent, though, and he starts to feel that way again. "What if we take a bath 
together?" he asks, and he leans back in to kiss Jon's neck. 


Jon squirms, making a little moan through his lips. "Wonderful..And then what would we do?" 


"| could take you over to the bed," Chris answers. He's moving again, pushing and pulling. Thank goodness. "Kiss 


you. Whatever you want to do." 


For a while Jon is only gasping and clawing. Good, since now they've only got about ten minutes before they 
need to be marching out under the blare of Firebird Suite. Chris apologizes to Igor Stravinsky. Yet if neither of 
them have any more ideas for the time being, he's alright with it. They have somewhere to start. 


Then Jon starts giggling. "Tonight, Christopher," he says. "A blowjob is coming your way." 
Chris loses it. 


He thinks he's coming for a second, but it turns out he's laughing as hard as he can, and then he laughs at 
how close he realizes he was to coming before, and now it seems as far off as the moon or Saturn or 
something. He laughs until he has to pause again, and he slows until he catches his breath. His hand goes from 
covering his mouth to stroking Jon's hair. "You're the best little person, bloody hell, Jon," he tells him. 


Jon keeps on giggling, that kind of absent giggle he does when somebody laughs at a thing he's done and he 
doesn't grasp why, but likes that they're enjoying themselves. He really is the best little person, Chris thinks. If 


nothing else, there's nobody else he'd rather shag in a burlap sack while dressed as a game of backgammon. 


They've got six minutes left. They're going to make it. 


